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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PaRTy ON THE Spor. 
Wednesday.—Now that Mr. Curzon is detached from the Foreign 


(my own) that the Russian diplomats “see opportunities.” Mr. 
Balfour is within call, however, so perhaps (assisted by the tropical 
weather, we may manage not to shiver in our shoes just yet. 


OPPORTUNITY. 
(As sung at St. Petersburg.) 


Oh, Curzon’s left the Foreign O 
A Viceroy’s suit to don ; 
And Salisbury to get a blow, 
To Contrexeville has gone! 
The Commons (happy be their lot !) 
Are up and on the prance 
(Though A. J. B. is on the spot *) 
So now is Russia’s chance. 


4 Went down to-day and told the projectors of the Lynmouth and 
Minehead light railway that it couldn’t be allowed at any price, 
and afterwards took a run up to Newcastle and thence to Durham 
ona steam motor. There is talk of putting a lot of these on the 
| road from that enterprising centre, and “sort of’ reviving the 
coaching days. So, so. 

Thursday.—Heard of a “rising in Spain,’’ and made off to look 
for it. Couldn't find it anywhere in that picturesque, but badly- 
managed, country. Seems to have got mislaid somewhere. Must 
have another look for it later on. Superintended the conveyance of 
the Boscombe whale-skeleton back to its local home on the pier. 
Big thing. Saw the race for the Town Cup at Ryde, and took Her 


Shaheen SIGE aw ack ee 








—_ \ Most Gracious on to the Osborne again, in the evening, to havea 
chat with H.R.H., who keeps up his pecker spite of the tedium 
i of his circumstances. 


Friday.—Got up early, and got on to my Scotch moor after the 
grouse (Craigenheatherstump, N.B., is my address when I’m there), 
bagged several dozen brace. Didn’t send any to the Editor this 
time, as he didn’t get them (he said) when I sent them last year.t 
Went over to Washington and saw the Peace Procotol properly 
signed. Thought then I’d have a little cricket. Saw Yorks v. 
Lancs. Former walked in with ten wickets to the good—rather too 
hollow a victory to show much fun, but cricket is cricket anyway 
Over to New York after that to see “ how about ”’ their accepting 
Lipton’s challenge, It's all right, and there’ll be a race—at least, 
we'll hope so. 

Saturday.—Ructions at Bare Camp, in Lancashire. Seems to 
me the police have been overdoing it. They’ve certainly been in- 
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* In more senses than one, perhaps! 
+t Why not try again, though ?—Ep. 





Office and Lord Salisbury is taking a holiday—to say nothing of 
the lesser lights of legislation—I have it on competent authority 


| 





| Norrcr. —The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
| unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. | 


judicious, whatever the “ rights of it’’ may be. What a pity that 
‘brethren in uniform” should “ fall out and chide and fight.” 
BEAR AND FORBEAR. 
The bobbies invading Bare Camp 
(For facts hardly caring a farden) 
Declare it to be of a stamp 
More properly styled a bear garden. 
To say “ they exaggerate much,” 
We've every reason to trust, is 
A phrase with the requisite touch 
For yielding the campers bare justice. 
Went round by Edinburgh and welcomed the London Scottish at 
the end of their long march. They've had a splendid time and it’s 
done ’em a heap of good, J’m sure. It was so hot to-day that I got 
a sunstroke— after that went with Mrs. Davey to Wembley Park. 
She explained to Mr. Davis that she owned the property, but the 
wouldn’t let us in, although I explained that I owned the world. 
Heard of smelts in the riverat Richmond. Sign of the great purity 
of the river now-a-days. Smells were the old-time programme, but 
where there are smelts nothing can be smelt. 

Monday.—Mr. C. Morton (of the Palace Theatre of Varieties) 
reached his 79th year amid acclamations. Went and said nice 
things to his face (the sort of things I am always saying behind 
his back), and wished him many of ’em. Told him it would be 
a good thing to put his experiences on the rr but he seemed 
to think there might be drawbacks. Went to Dublin and laid a 
foundation-stone of a memorial to someone called Wolfe Tone; went 
and helped the Americans take Manila; disguised myself as a 
German compositor, went over to Stuttgardt, and saw the proofs 
of Bismark’s “‘ life.’ My! Won't you stare when you see them ! 
Also saw the American Miller win the 72 miles cycle race at Paris. 
Saw Mr. Sugden have a row with a cabby (by the way). Cabby swore, 
Sugden got in cab and smiled—but, here, I'll tell you all about it. 


“] SHOULD SMILE.” 
The cabby swore and Sugden smiled 
And po Pe took him driving ; 
Still Sugden smiled with manners mild 
And cabby gave up striving. 
Then Sugden smiled and “ craved the law.” 
But, isn’t law beguiling ? 
There was, alas! a legal flaw, 
And now the cabby’s smiling. 

Tuesday.—Over to Atbara Camp—heat nothing to what it is in 
London—sent the artillery forward, and gave the Sirdar a few tips 
(I think he’ll be able to get on now without further advice from 
me*). Back to the Solent, and took H.R.H. for a westward cruise 
in the Osborne, which he appeared to enjoy very much. Also went 
down to Amesbury, and saw the cavalry and mounted infantry 
spread themselves over Salisbury Plain—finesight. Tue Sporrer. 


* Seems probable.—Ep. — ao ae ae 
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THE SIREN AUGUST LURES THE BRITISH PUBLIC TO THE BRINY. 
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“ On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


“We have hoisted the flag on the 
Santa Cruz and Duff Islands,” I reads; 
also that ‘‘there are seven principal 
islands and they are all of volcanic 
origin.” Let’s ’ope that the annexashun 
won’t lead to any heated disputes with 
othur countries. By-the-bye, I should 
say that Ireland is of volcanic origin ; 
anyway, its inhabitants are very fiery, 
an’ there’s plenty of the “ crater ”’ about. 
But I like the Irish ; an’ two penn’oth 
of it okcashunally. 

Sir Thomas Lipton is ‘‘a nice old, or 
in the prime of life, cup of tea”; 
generus ain’t the wurd for ’im, an’ our 
noble Princess an’ ’e seem determined to 
let the pore ‘ave a chance of a decent 
meal at last. Even if the small rester- 
ongs should suffer, I think in a 
case like this the greater number should 
be considered, an’ there are more pore 
people wantin’a cheap an’ ’olesome feed 
than there are little resterong-keepers. 
Sir Thomas, go on with your good works, 
an’ may you prosper; an’ I’m no profitess 
if, in the sweet bye-and-bye, you ain’t 
Lord Mayor of London. I allus drink 
Lipton’s teas; they suit me to a T. 

There seems to be a good deal of “jar” 
about the ‘“‘open door” policy. So far 
as I can make out, Russia is fair shuttin' 
the door in our face; but I’m in ’opes 
that John Bull will prove a bit of a lock- 
smith, an’ be on the key vive. If the 
wurst comes to the wurst, p’r’aps we 
can, so to say, get in at some winder, 
an’ open the door agin. 

The hop season don't seem to promise 
very well, though that’s the usual tale 
at this time of the year. I see some 
ladies an’ gents are goin’ down to Kent 
amongst the hop-pickers, to “raise 
their morrels,’’ I s’pose. The intenshun 
is good, but I’m afraid the fruits will 
not be great, unless they foller them 
"ome to the London slums, an’ keep up 
the ‘morrel-raisin’’’; but London 
slums a’int so inwitin’ to the eye an' 
nose as Kentish hop-gardens; as to the 
ear, it is likely to be offended in either 
place. 

Newspaper editors ort to feel indetted 
to Mr. Hooley, e’ makes more interestin’ 
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| Amateur Farmer (show:ng round friend from town).—‘' Yes, my boy, and for break- 


fast to-morrow you will have milk from my cows, and eggs laid by my own hens, and 
as good a drop of honey as you ever tasted.” 


Friend (absent minded ).—-‘‘ Then you also keep a bee?” 


readin’ than ackounts of the sea-serpint, big gooseberries, and sich 
like; at the same time, it makes the reader think that this is a very 
bad wurld, an’ that he or she is the only good pusson in it. 

That Druce case ain’t settled yet; the parties ‘ave, so to say, 


been fightin’ over the raisin’ of that coffin till it palls on one; the 
whole affair seems shrouded in misterry; but, so farasIcan make | 
It promises to be abig sensashun,_ | 


out, it will erventually come up. 
wich we all like, from peer to peasant 


as the man sed wen e’ sneaked a umbreller. 
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“it's human nachur,”’ 





By an M.P. 


THE House is shut up, I am thankful to say— 
So I feel very gay. 
Though oft “in a corner,” I freely confess, 
I’m now very diff’rent, though ina recess ! 


I’m weary of speeches from long-leathern lung 
(I’m off to the land where the doggies “‘ give tongue ”’ !) 
I’m sorry of “ Order! ’’ when one’s in a pet, 


And members likewise ! 


The Recess. 





And cries of ‘‘ Divide! *’ when there’s nothing to get ! | 


I’m sick of ‘‘ blue books” that are not often re(a)d— 
(Oh, give me a yellow-backed novel instead !) 
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The Bloomer Question. 
A WIFE'S LAMENT, 


OUTSIDE a wayside inn one day, 
I met a lady passing fair; 

But on her face there sat enthroned 
A look of deep, dark, wild despair. 


I said, oh, Madam, tell me please, 
The cause of this, your bitter woe ; 

Perchance ‘tis in my power to aid, 
If you your trouble will but show. 


She looked at me with streaming eyes, 
Then turned away her grief to hide; 

And struggling hard to check her tears, 
In sobbing accents thus replied : 


‘“‘ Hubby and I have been refused " 
(And blushes overspread her face) 

‘“ Both shelter and refreshment by 
The landlord of this wretched place. 


“As I've to be the ‘ boss’ you see, 
(Poor hubby’s such an addle-pate) 
This landlord said—I wore the ‘ breeks’ 
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Ragamuffin, with Fashionable Notices.—‘‘ Yere, Bill, you tike one of these to yer mother.” 





Bounce, 
Mrs. Sornuspury (to Tsung-li- Yamen) :— 


Goop morning! This is my machine— 
We settled that before— 

Although I thought I should have seen 
A welcome open door. 

Sut, never mind, you've done your best, 
As I can plainly see— 

You've done your best, and all the rest 
You'd better leave to me. 


TsuNG-LI-YAMEN :— 


Beg pardon, ma'am, but that machine 
Is just now occupied— 

For Mrs. Rusher’s come and been 
And shoved herself inside. 

She looks as if she’s come to stay, 
She came in such a state— 

I'm sorry—but—well—anyway 
I fear you'll have to wait. 


Mrs. SORLSBURY :— 
What! Rusher there! Why, gracious me, 
No matter where I go 
That woman's pretty sure to be ; 
She wants to boss the show. 
I'm first upon your bathing list, 
Of that there's not a doubt 
Ana, therefore 
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TsUNG-LI-YAMEN (to Mrs. Rusher) :— 


Hi—ma’m—here’s Mrs. Sorlsburee 
Awaiting, ma’am, to know 

How long you think that you will be 
Before you dress and go. 

I promised her that I would hold 
For her the first machine— 

For you to take it, ma’am, was bold ; 
But bold you've always been. 


Mrs. RuSHER :— 


What, me clear out, to please my foe? 
Give up this splendid chance ? 

This bathe I settled long ago 
Along with Mrs. France. 

J'ysuis, J’yreste, sir, oh, you bet ! 
From here I shall not stir— 

1 always keep whate’erI get 
Nor fear the likes of her: 


Mrs. SoRLSBURY :— 


To be or not to be, my friend, 
Is all that I can say— 
It never is too late to mend. 
So mend, sir, right away. 
I've come to bathe, and bathe I will, 


Britan: the waves — 








TSUNG-LI- YAMEN :— 

Well, ma’am, she says she will not yield, 
And what am I to do? 

I thought that you would be my shield 
And waited here for you. 

Then up came Rusher, bold as brass— 
And got me ’neath her thumb— 

She threatened—and I let her pass, 
Because you didn’t come. 


Mrs. SORLSBURY :— 
But, sir, I told her long before 
She came to China’s sea— 
That there must be an open door 
Always kept there for me. 
I told her I must still be first 
As I have always been— 
I really think I ought to burst 
The door of that machine! 


TSUNG-LI-YAMEN :— 


Well, ma'am, of course, ’tis not for me 
To say what you should do-- 

But if you want to take this sea 
I should, if I were you ! 

If you are strong as Rusher there, 
Why show this feeble doubt— 

You have first claim—’twould be but 
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CHINESE BATHING 
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‘YES, MRS. SO 
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BOUNCE. 


RLSBURY, I PROMISED 
| WEREN’T HERE, SO WHAT COULD I DO?” 
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BUT YOU SEE MRS, RUSHER, SHE 


(For Cartoon Verses see page 60.) 
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A Town Mouse. 
CHAPTER 5.—“‘ RUSTIC MACHIAVELISM.” 


Tue thrashing of the bully, Tom Hardy, marked an epoch in the 
holiday of Herbert Banks. 

From that moment there dawned on him for the first time the 
sweets of a country life. The boy Chores had taken care that the 





Hk COULD ONLY GLARE VINDICTIVELY.” 


story of the fight should be carefully spread around, and it lost 
nothing in the telling. The yokels from the neighbouring farms 
paid flying visits to have a peep at the redoubtable champion, 
who—trained by Chores—had fought the village bully one-handed 
for three hours and given him a drubbing; also to hear the true (?) 
version of it from the “ trainer.” 

Chores followed the champion about like a dog, assuming a de- 
fiant, aggressive air to his former friends; much to the amusement 
of Herbert. 

The attentions of Chores, however, began to get a little embar- 
rassing when he discovered that Rose was beginning to share the 
general infatuation, and inclined to enter into a mild flirtation with 
the visitor from London. 

‘* What's the matter, Chores ?’’ asked Herbert one day after the boy 
had been following them about persistently all the morning. “T 
can't come to any danger now. What is it?” 

‘It's her'n,”’ replied the boy, sullenly. 

“Hang it all,” replied Herbert, “It seems to me I can’t doa 
thing without treading on someone’s corns. I had no idea she was 
your sweetheart, Chores.” 

“ Sweetheart !"’ said the boy, contemptuously. ‘‘ Darn her! 
T'other gent from Lunnon comes dowu to do the sweethearting. 
I bean't so stoopid. Why can’t she keep herself to t’other chap?” 

Herbert Banks was vastly amused. Chores was indeed jealous, 
but not in the way he thought. Rose Gaffer was considered the 
interloper, and the boy felt slighted. 

“You mustn’t talk about a lady like that, Chores,” said Herbert, 
severely. ‘‘ T’other chap, as you call him, as nothing to do with 
this. iss Gaffer is merely taking compassion on a very lonely 
young man out of—er—er—charity.” ; ; 

“Well! Who was it took compassun on yeow fust? Didn't 
Chores carry the bag from t’ station ? Didn't Chores find the lodgin’ 
at Daddy Gaffer’s? Didn't Chores get yeow to fight the cham- 
pion ‘outer’? Didn't Chores tell Miss Rose yeow fought t’ bully 
becs es. and d the 
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“ You young wretch!” exclaimed Herbert, reaching for the boy’s 
ear. ‘A nice hornets’ nest you’ve been trying to bring round a law- 
abiding man on a holiday. When may I expect this precious 
gang ?”’ 

‘‘ As soon as @ dozen’s licked Tom,” said Chores, coolly. ‘*‘ Tom’s 
had his hands pretty full lately. Only Bob Share’s lick ’un as yet, 
but the rest of ’em’s been pretty near. He’s at it most all day, 
and Polly Bewcholicks she’s chucked ’un up till it’s all settled. Ses 
she ain’t goin’ to walk out with a plum-pudden headed man. It’s 
all right, Mister Binks,” he added, reassuringly. ‘‘By the time a 
dozen’s licked Tom they will have had their dollop, or the passun 
will put his spoke in. You'll soon see who be your true friend, me 
or Miss Rose, ’ and he went off whistling. ‘1’ll watch over yeow,” 
he shouted back over his shoulder. 


“By Jove!” muttered Herbert. ‘‘ What a terror! 
arranged that little matter like a veritable Napoleon.” 

But like the great man, Chores was to have a St. Helena. Farmer 
Gaffer caught the youthful tactician, and, after rating him soundly 
as a lazy vagabond, put a hoe into his hands, and sent him off to 
the fields, where he could only glare vindictively whenever he 
caught glimpses of Herbert and the fair Rose. 

Herbert noted with some degree of pleasure the new employment 
of his Mentor, and, like the youthful Telemachus, went off on the 
wings of love to search for the farmer’s daughter. 

He found her in the apple orchard, red with the exertion of pick- 
ing the fruit. 

“Oh, Mr. Banks, do come and help me!” she exclaimed, looking 
down to see how much of her ankle was visible. ‘‘Where’s your 
faithful companion ?”’ 

‘‘Oh, Chores ? He’s at the present moment delving in pastures 
new,” said Herbert, laughing. ‘ May I put the basket down ?”’ 

‘‘Do you like them rosy?” said the girl, springing lightly to the 
ground, and seating herself beside the basket. 

‘Yes ; sweet and ‘ Rosie,’’’ replied Herbert, with intention, giving 
a hurried glance round for the inevitable Chores. 

‘‘T beg your pardon,” said Rose, blushing; ‘I was speaking of 
the apples. Will you have one?” 

‘Yes; thank you,” said Herbert, reaching out and giving her 
hand a slight squeeze during the transfer. ‘‘ Have you had many 
like this? ”’ 

“No, not many,’ 
Smith comes down.” 

‘‘Does he bring fruit down here, then?” asked Herbert, in sur- 
prise. 


He has 


» 


replied Rose, demurely; “only when Mr. 
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“‘Can’t you imagine I’m Mr. Smith just for one afternoon ?”’ 

‘““No. Certainly not!" 

“ Why?” 

“‘ Because ———because he’s good looking.” 

“Gar 

“And wears such beautiful clothes, and talks so nicely, and 
doesn’t go fighting people behind public houses—oh! Mr. Banks 
let me = you for championing my cause last Tuesday—and he’s 

e's aes: ” 

‘Well! ” said Herbert, gloomiiy. 

‘* He’s coming down here to-morrow.” 

“The deuce he is,” ejaculated Herbert, edging away. “Trust a 
woman to leave the principal reason to the last,’ he added, under 
his breath. 

‘I’m sure you will like him, Mr. Banks,”’ said Rose, toying with 
one of the apples in the basket. 

‘I’m sure I shall,’ said Herbert, with mock sincerity, “ but, 
unfortunately, I’m afraid I shan’t see much of him. I’m expecting 
rather an urgent letter by the first post to-morrow recalling me to 
London, and perhaps by the time your—er—er—friend comes, I 
shall be well on my way to the ‘stack of bricks,’ as Mr. Dry 
calls it.” 

“I’m sure we shall be very sorry to lose you, Mr. Banks,” said 
Rose, extending her hand. 

‘Not sorrier than I am to ‘go, Miss Gaffer,” replied Herbert, 
pressing the hand to his lips. 

“Oh!” exclaimed the girl, rapidly drawing her hand away. 
“ That wretched boy, I wonder how long he’s been there.”’ 

Herbert turned just in time to catch sight of Chores gazing on 
the wnofficial parting with a smile of grim satisfaction.. 


(To be continued.) 














Waftings from the Wings. 


The Dandy Fifth, by G. R. Sims and C.C. Corri, a three-act 
English Military Comic Opera, was produced by Mr. Frank Parker 
at the Duke of York’s Theatre last Tuesday. Although there is 
nothing very conspicuously brilliant in the composition of this 
edition of opera bouffe, the cast get all the fun out of it they 
possibly can. The first act is located at Southsea near the pier 
gates, where the usual assembly of naval and military men, 
attended by their usual feminine admirers, is in evidence. 
Troopers Brown, Jones, and Robinson are very much in 
evidence, especially Brown, whose attentions to Polly, a 
vivacious barmaid, are much embittered by the amorous inter- 
venings of his rival, Sergeant Milligan. Of course, the ne’er-do- 
weel Dick has enlisted, and falls in love with Kate Lorrimer, who 
is Masquerading as a singing girl, and is rescued from the osculatory 
remuneration of the regiment. The usual complications supervene, 
a fancy dress ball, with the usua] pantomimic music-hall turns and 
variety entertainment to excite the risibility of the cheaper parts of 
the house. The music is fanciful, with a few bright tunes and songs 
here and there, such as ‘‘ The Toast of the Dandy Fifth,”’ a fine 
patriotic song, with a chorus thrilling and sonorous; ‘‘The Side 
Drum and the Piccolo,” very humorous; ‘‘In the days of 
Charles the Second,’ somewhat reminiscent of ‘“ Our 
Great Grandfather,” descriptive and dramatic. ‘The Sprig 
0’ Horringe Blossom” of Chevalier genre—‘‘Tommy’s Tourna- 
ment ’’—a good, slashing refrain which should catch on. The bulk 
of the work devolves on Mr. Scott Russell, who has a fine tenor 
voice, as Dick Darville; Mr. Harry Cole, as Milligan; Mr. Edward 
Lewis, as Trooper Brown—this actor is a genius in low comedy ; 
Miss Ruth Davenport, a most bewitching and handsome Kate, with 
a fine soprano voice, used effectively and prudently; Miss Minnie 
Jefis, a saucy and melodious Polly; and Miss Ada Murray, as 
Madame Von Blitzen. A well-trained choruscollaborate efficiently. 
To the unsophisticated and non-critical theatre-goer The Dandy 
Fifth will afford an ample amusement. 


I have not had time to visit the Criterion Theatre, where 
Bilberry of Tilbury is attracting good audiences. 


The Earl and Countess Grey inaugurated the ‘‘One and All”’ 
Flower Show at the Crystal Palace last Saturday, in connection 
with the National Co-operative Festival. Last year the Crystal 
Palace authorities were unable to find accommodation even in their 
great building both for the Victoria Jubilee Exhibition and this 
great annual industrial flower show at the same time, and the flower 
show had te be housed in a gigantic tent, over one-tenth of a mile 
long and the whole width of the great terrace of the Palace, 
specially erected f ’ . ] j This vear 


7? 


for ite te I rar CCl m lat 
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to walk over a mile before his task of inspection was accomplished. 

The competition for the Challenge Cup instituted this year by 
the Countess Grey was keen, the entries in the industrial section 
being heavier than usual, we are informed by Mr. Edward Owen 
Greening, the hon. secretary. 


The photographic section was situated in the larger Egyptian 
Court, near the main entrance. The hints which this pictorial 
exhibition enables one horticulturist to convey to another as to the 
arrangement of small town or country gardens, the greenhouse, the 
window box, hanging basket, rockery, or other objects not readily 
movable, formed a feature entirely lacking in the usual exhibitions 
confined to the more portable flowers, fruit, and vegetables. By 
the courtesy of Mr. E. O. Greening, who marshalls this department, 
we reproduce one of the humorous phases of many-sided Nature, 
The Diploma Certificate by Herkomer is grandly conspicuous. 

















WovLp-BE GARDENERS, 


At the Alexandra Palace, on Thursday afternoon, the 25th inst., 
selections from Tannhauser, Meistersingers, Siegfried, and the 
second act of the Flying Dutchman will be given. On Saturday 
evening, the 27th inst., the prison scene and third act of Maritana 
will be performed. Season ticket holders will have the advantage 
of being admitted to the reserved seats at half-price. 


There will be a Cycling Carnival on Tuesday, the 30th inst. 
Arrangements for the day's programme will include a battle 
of flowers, and handsome prizes will be given to lady and gentle- 
man competitors for the best decorated bicycle, and also in 








another class for the best decorated bicycle with a rider in 
carnival costume. The entertainments for the day will be of 
special interest to cyclists, and later in the evening an illuminated 
parade will be organised, for which several handsome prizes will be 
offered. In the event of inclement weather the procession and 
parades will be held in the Central Transept, which lends itself 
admirably to the purpose. 


Mr. H. T. Brickwell, who has just returned from an inspection of 
the Continenta) theatres, has decided to produce Mr. George 
Pleydell Bancroft’s play, Zeresa, at the Garrick Theatre on 
Thursday, September 8th, with Mr. Arthur Bourchier and Miss 
Violet Vanbrugh in the cast, and has arranged with Mr. Albert 
Mayer to produce the play. 

The first performance of a romantic drama, in four acts, entitled 
The Gipsy Earl, by G. R. Sims, will be given on 3lst-instant at 
the Adelphi Theatre. 
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. Don’t Hear About Him. 


Tue mother-in-law, 
They say, is “ all jaw”; 
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But there's often a flaw : 


In the father-in-law ! 
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At Last. 


Vellum (remorsefully) ‘I own that I'm a liar.’ 
. t all e just spoken the truth} ” 
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Farmer's Wife.—*‘ Bless your life, sir! Fresh eggs! 
country.” 
Lady Cyclist.—‘* Why?” 


Farmer’s Wife.—‘ Because the hens are all actin’ very queer of late, sir! They do nothin’ | Li niall sie oh 1» 
from morn till night, but flyin’ on the paling and learnin’ to crow!” | a oo ee ee eee 











——— | 
, 
The Disperser. | 
[To be witnessed at any popular sea- | 
side resort. | 


A NIGGER troupe will quickly draw 
Both elderly and young, 

Who'll listen with a loud guffaw 
zt When comic songs are sung; 

And, though a horse may run away, 
“— They’ll firmly stand their ground; 
3ut scarce a single soul will stay 

When the hat’s handed round! 


: When acrobats have pitched their ring, 
Folks of each sort and size 








Will watch the somersaults they fling, 
With wide, admiring eyes; 

And though the rain in torrents fall, 
Still gazing they’ll be found, 

3ut suddenly will vanish all 
When the hat’s handed round. 














A crowd of people ne’er does lack 
A Punch and Judy show, 
They'll roar at Punch’s frequent whack, 
And Judy’s wail of woe ; 
And, though “‘Scorcher!’’ some one may 
shout, 
They’ll not budge, I’ll be bound ; 
But there will be a perfect rout 
When the hat’s handed round! 








| Not Meat. 


Customer.—‘‘ Have you got anything 
cold to eat, waiter ?”’ 
Facetious Waiter«—‘‘ Yessir; we've got 


There is not such a thing in the 





‘What Happened to Jones.” 
NOT 
Tue SrRanD THEATRE VERSION. 
THE Heiress, Jones felt sure of catching, 
As to his suit due heed she paid ; 
But, soon alas! Jones took to snatching 
A aly kiss from her chic French maid. 
This damsel owned aureate tresses, 
Bright, luxuriant; and one day 
Jones first had, so he confesses, 
With ma’mzelle a minute’s play. 


Then . . . with the mistress he grew bolder, 


Kneeling, for her love he sighed, 

But one gold filament from the shoulder 
Clinging round his sleeve she spied. 

And, as he caught her hand and kissed it, 
Full he met her stoniest stare, 

Saw the cause, and knew he'd missed it, 
Missed his chance just by a hair. 





(“ That in spite of Lord Salisbury’s assurances, that no bully’ng 
of China would be permitted, Russia has found means to convi ce 
the Tsung-li-Yamen that it would be unsafe to accept the m )st 
advantageous offers when they come to it from Brit sh 
|  capitalists.’-—Standard, August 11th.] 





‘‘GREAT BRITAIN will not brook, I say, 
| Such interference,” Salisbury dizit. 
A sound position this, yet stay, 
As sound alone the worldwise fix it. 
Impassive, see the Premier stand, 
His pose looks solid, stern, and strong. 
That intellectual brow, how grand ! 
It must be that the world is wrong. 
And yet a pang pierces us through, 
Will he retreat, as once before, 
From his brave words, will this pose, too, 
Be adipose and nothing more ? 












EFor Breakfast. 








Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. 





Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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